\ The Tragedie

lor [p foule factreproach, .

Aseend the fequell of your impefivon,

Your meere inforcement fhall acquittinee me

From all the impure blots and Raines therzof,

ForGod he knawesand you may partly (e,

How farre I am from the delite taeteot,.
May.God blefle you
Gls. In faying io,you {ha]
_Bug. Then 1 falute you wich this kinely cicle :

Long liueKing R:cbard,En;Iggds ggy,ézi {ghg. 1
May. ADERey oo '
Bug. Tomoriaw will it
Glo.Evenswhen you wil

Butifblacke feanda

acc,wefacit, and will
lbucfay the trich.

e youtobe crown'd
tince you willbaueit fo, 1
Bus. To morrow then we will grrend your orace,
Gle. Comeletystoouchely saske againe: . - |
Farewell good coufen, farewell gentle friends, . .~ Exe
geene magbez, Do
(et at.one doare, Datches of Gloc:fer
(@2 guother doore,
Dwt. Who meetes vs heere my Neece Plax

Carkes M rghes .o |

cf Richard the Thid,

, = ¢ .ce notthow, Ile beare thy blame, ;
B | Thc: ;?1:: thy office from thee one my perill.
B ‘g,.. 1 doe befecch your graces aI} to pardonme ¢
m bound by eath, [ may not decit.
! Enter Lord Stanley.
Stan, Let mebut meete your Ladies at anhoure hence,
 And I.lc falute your grace of Yorke, as mother :
Andreuerent looker one,of two.faitc Queences.
Come Madam, you muft goe with me to weflminfter,
Theretobe crowncd Richards royall Queenc.
Al 0.0 cut my lacein funder,that my pent heart
-~ May haue {ome {cope to'beare jorelfe I found
: With his dead liking newes. .
» Dor.Madam hisve comforc;how fares your grace? |
e 0w, 0 Dorfet, {pcakenot tome, get thee hence,
ot | " Death and deftruétion dogge theeatthe heeles,
d Thy mothers name is ominous to children,
..k Ifthou wilt ouer Rrip deatk,goe croffe the Scas,
b nd live wich R sobwsowd from thie sace of hell,

ég{?#{ﬂ ( Goe hic thee, hie thee, from this:ﬂaughter-hwﬁ?; '

Ds. Sifter well met; whither away fofall >
Dut. Glo.No farther thenthe Te
Vpon the like deuotionas,yaur felues,
Togratulate thetender princes there. i
Q. Kind fifter thankes weele enrer all fogsther.
- Buter the Licntenans of she Tower, i

And in good time herethe Lieutenant comes. - =~
pray.you by your leaue, "

o LTHTWY

vex,and as Leusile, 00

‘M. Lieutenant,
How fares the Brince?

Lien. Well Maddam and in |

I may not fufar youto vili

caleh ; bu :byayi%ff'l"fﬁ?:‘v'f-'

Falk

 F Leafthonincreace thenumber of the dead,
 And make medicthe thrall of Margrets cutle,
Nor mother,wife, nor Englawds counted Queene.
B StaEull of wife care is this your counfe!l Madam,
0 B Takeallthe fwift aduanrage afthe time, #A
§ Youlhsllhaueletters from me tomy fonne,
b Tomeete yowonthe way and welcome you,
) § Benottakentardy by vowife delay. i3

| Dutror O lldilperfing'winde of mifery, - ©

O my accurfed wombe thebedof death, - -

S oo B ACokauice haththou hatchutoithe woild,

The King hath ftraighely cha
Qa. The King,why, whe's- :
Lies. Lery you mercy I meane the Lotd Proredtor.
La. The Lord prote&him from that Ki

Hath he fec bondsbetwixt there loue and

Iam their mother who thould keepe ni=

Tam theic facher, mather, and will {ee the

- Dur.Glo, Theix Aun Lamialaw, inloue their mothers

ed o the cont

Whofe ynavoyded eyeiis murtherous. -
- Stan, Come Madam), Tin all ha ft was fent fors
 Dme.And Linallvawillingnefle will goe, =
wouldto god that the inclufiue verge :

 Ofgoulden metealithat muft rousd my browe,
Wereted hotte fecleto feate metothe braine; ‘
Anoynted ot me be with deadly poyfon,
Hnd dieere méntaniiﬁy;‘Gad’-JZuc the Queene, - 7'




